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DEDICATION. 


LORD BYRON. 


“Go, pretty book, from this my solitude! 
I cast thee on the waters; go thy ways! 
And if, as I believe, thy vein be good, 
The world will find thee after many days.” 
When Southey’s read, and Wordsworth understood, 
I can’t help putting in my claim to praise — 


Wherever beauty smiles, or arts abound, 
There, there, my pretty book, may you be found! 





THOMAS MOORE. 


To Ladies’ eyes around, boy, 
We can’t refuse, we can’t refuse, 
Tho’ bright eyes so abound, boy, 
*Tis hard to choose, ’tis hard to choose. 


For thick as stars that lighten 


- Yon airy bowers, yon airy bowers, 
The countless eyes that brighten 
This earth of ours, this earth of ours. 
But fill the cup — where’er, boy, 
Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, 
We're sure to find Love there, boy, 
So drink them all! so drink them all! 


Some looks there are so holy, - 

They seem but giv’n, they seem but giv’n, 
As shining beacons, solely, 

To light to heav’n, to light to heav'n, 
While some — oh! né’er believe them — 

With tempting ray, with tempting ray, 
Would lead us — God forgive them! — 

The other way, the other way. 
But fill the cup — where’er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, 
We're sure to find Love there, boy, 

So drink them all! so drink them all! 
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FELICIA HEMANS. 


Oh, call my brother back to me, 

I cannot play alone, 
The summer comes, with flower and bee, 
Where is my brother gone? 


The butterfly is glancing bright 
Across the sunbeam’s track; 

I care not now to chase its flight, 
Oh! call my brother back, 


The flowers run wild, the flowers we sowed 
Around our garden tree; 

Our vine is drooping with its load; 
Oh! call him back to me, 


He would not hear thy voice, sweet child, 
He may not come to thee; 

The face that once like spring-time smiled, 
On earth no more thou'lt see! 


A rose’s life, sweet, short, and mild, 
Such unto him was given; 

Go, thou must play alone, my child, 
Thy brother is in heaven! 
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FELICIA HEMANS. 


Ere on my bed my limbs I lay, 

God grant me grace my prayers to say; 
O God, preserve my mother dear 

In health and strength for many a year! 
And oh, preserve my father too, 

And may I pay him reverence due; 
And may I my best thoughts employ, 
To be my parents’ hope and jov! 

My sisters and my brothers both 

From evil guard and save from sloth, 
And may we always love each other, 
Our friends, our father, and our mother! 
For grandmother, too, I fervent pray, 
May she and grandpa live many a day! 
And still, OQ Lord, to me impart 

A contrite, pure, and grateful heart, 
That after my last sleep I may 

Awake to Thy eternal day! Amen. 
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F. PORTER. 


With eager haste, with gentle hands, 
We slipped the loving tether, 
And o’er the fragrant summer lands 

Went frolicking together. 


The solemn beauty of the woods 
Gave out no note of sadness, 

For nature dropped her sullen moods, 
And donned her robes of gladness, 


The air brought nectar to our lips; 
The sky unrolled its treasure; 

From dewy morn till day’s eclipse 
We banqueted on pleasure, 


The summer fields, the summer flowers, 
The soft, delicious weather, 

Wove chains of beauty round the hours 
Those hours we spent together. 


The glory of the autumn’s prime, 
The chill and wintry weather, 

Will but remind us of the time 
We drank of bliss together, 


E. NICZEY. 





REFUTATION OF LONGFELLOW. 


I know a maiden fair to see, 
Take care! 

She can both false and friendly be, 
Beware! Beware! 
Trust her not, 

She is fooling thee! 


Thus writes Longfellow of a maiden fair: 
Believe him not, for he is fooling thee! 


She has two eyes, so soft and brown, 
Take care! 

She gives a side-glance and looks down, 
Beware! Beware! 
Trust her well 

For she is true to thce! 


And she has hair of a golden hue, 
Take care! 

And what she says, it is quite true, 
Beware! Beware! 
Trust her well, 

For she is true to thee! 


She gives thee a garland woven fair, 
Take care! 

It is a keepsake for thee to wear, 
Beware! Beware! 
Trust her well, 

For she is true to thec! 


G. DE FONGHE. 
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ROBERT BURTON. 


When I go musing all alone, 

Thinking of divers things foreknown, 

When I build castles in the air, 

Void of sorrow, void of care, 

Pleasing myself with phantasms sweet, 

Methinks the time runs very fleet. 
All my joys to this are folly; 
Nought so sweet as melancholy. 


When I go walking all alone, 
Recounting what I have ill-done, 
My thoughts on me then tyrannize, 
Fear and soirow me surprise; 
Whether I tarry still, or go, 
Methinks the time moves very slow. 
All my griefs to this are jolly; 
Nought so sad as melancholy. 


When to myself I speak and smile, 
With pleasing thoughts the time beguile, 
By a brook side or wood so green, 
Unheard, unsought for, or unseén, 
A thousand pleasures do me bless, 
And crown my soul with happiness. 
All my joys kesides are folly; 
None so sweet as melancholy. 


A, BODENMULLER. 
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IMITATION BY F. S. S. ROTHWELL. 


“Absence makes the heart grow fonder; 
Isle of Beauty, fare thee well!” 


Every care, 

Every grief, 

Every pain, 

All is swept away! 

The tumult of the world, 

The earth itself dissolves 

Into one sweet feeling of pure delight: 
lle comes! oh he comes to-night! 


Every look absorbs 

The bustling time, 

When eve and heart 

Hang upon the dial, 

And concentrate 

All that is of life 

Into a single thought of sweet delight: 
He comes! oh, he comes to-night! 
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KATHERINE PHILIPS. 


How sacred and how innocent 
A country-life appears, 

How free from tumult, discontent, 
From flattery or fears! 


This was the first and happiest life, 
When man enjoy’d himself, 

Till pride exchangéd peace for strife, 
And happiness for pelf. 


"Twas here the poets were inspir'd, 
Here taught the multitude; 

The brave they here with honour fir'd, 
And civilized the rude. 


Opinion is the rate of things, 
From hence our peace doth flow; 
I have a better fate than kings, 
Because I think it so, 


When all the stormy world doth roar, 
How unconcern’d am I! 

I cannot fear to tumble lower, 
Who never could be high, 
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L. UHLAND, 
translated by J. S. S. Rothwell. 


On, how I love the fine, mild days, 
In the earliest youth of Spring; 

The sky is bright with sunny rays, 
Dispensing life to every thing. 

The valleys still from frost are gray, 
The hills begin to don their green, 
The maidens venture out quite gay, 
And children at their sports are secn. 


Then, on the mountain top I stray, 
And view it all in silence sweet; 

My heart well feels kind nature’s sway, 
That tells me what for me were meet. 
] am a child, and love to gaze 

On nature in her varied mood, 

At morn, at eve, in summer’s blaze, 
My soul delights in vale and wood 
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LOUISA ANNE TWAMLY. 


Come, Lady mine, into the woods, for there 
The sweet May lilies their beauties show, 
Bending their slender stems, whose pearly bells, 
Like cups o’er-filled with perfume, shed it forth, 
Lading the fragrant air, 


Come, Love mine, 
And I will show thee how the lilies fair 
Are guardian’d by their tall and shelt’ring leaves, 
Who brave themselves the rude and boisterous wind 
To shield from every harm the fair things wrapped 
Safe by their careful love. 


Smile, Lady mine, 
And though thou art so passing fair, yet deign 
To imitate the lily-bells — and I 
Will shelter thee from every unkind breath, 
And fold thee close in true and faithful love, 
F’en as those leaves the flowers, 
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THOMAS LITTLE. 


Tell me the witching tale again, 
For never has my heart or ear 
IJung on so sweet, so pure a strain, 

So pure to feel, so sweet to hear. 


I bring, my love, a golden chain. 
I bring her, too, a flowery wreath; 
The gold shall never wear a stain, 
The flow’rets long shall sweetly breathe. 
Come, tell me, which the tie shall be, 
To bind her gentle heart to me? 


Just then, the garland’s brightest rose 

Gave one of its love-breathing sighs — 
Oh! who can ask how Fanny chose, 

That ever look’d in Fanny’s eyes? 
“The Wreath, my life, the Wreath shall be 
“The tie to bind my soul to thee.” 
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7. S. S. ROTHWELL. 


I admir'd her form, her silvery voice, 
Her beauty, radiant — darting; 
But, oh! how much did I rejoice 
In the Little Hand at parting! 


For hands can speak a language clear, 
Whose tones to Love ne’er comes amiss; 
That did, — for it belonged to her, 
And was greeted with a kiss, 


Eager "twas scized, and to resign 
Was gentlest, tenderest sorrow; 
On it, as it lay clasp’d in mine, 
I thought of many a morrow. 


Since then, bright beauties have I seen 
In many a pleasant land, 

But sweetest far of all I ween 
That precious Little Hand! 


O. ERDMANN. 
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THOMAS MOORE. 


Itt speak to thee in friendship’s name, 
Thou think’st I speak too coldly; 

If I mention Love’s devoted flame, 
Thou say’st I speak too boldly. 

Between these two unequal fires, 
Why doom me thus to hover? 

Your friend, if such thy heart requires, 
If more thou seek’st, a lover. 

Which shall it be? How shall I woo? 
Fair one, choose between the two, 


Tho’ the wings of Love will brightly play, 
When first he comes to woo thee, 

There’s a chance that he may fly away 
As fast as he flies to thee. 

While Friendship, tho’ on foot she come, 
No flights of fancy trying, 

Will, therefore, oft be found at home, 
When Love abroad is flying. 

Which shall it be? Ilow shall I woo? 
Dear one, choose between the two. 
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ION. MRS. NORTON. 
—_—Q-———~ 


“So, so, Sir, you are come at last, 
I thought you’d come no more: 
I’ve waited with my bonnet on 
From two till half past four! 

You know I do not like to wait, 
Not knowing where to go: 

It isn’t, Charles, it isn’t fit, 

That you should use me so!” 


“Pooh, pooh! my dear, now, don’t now, pray, 
Now don’t begin to scold; 

You'll really make me think you are 

Quite ugly grown and old — 

I only staid by Grosvenor Gate 

Young Fanny's eye to catch; 

I won't, I swear, I won’t be made 

Keep time just like a watch!” 


“You staid two hours by Grosvenor Gate 
To bow, take off your hat; — 

I wish you'd bow that way to me, 

And apropos of that; 

You know you meet her ev’rywhere, 

You see I know it all; 

I saw you making love to her 

At Lady glossip’s ball!” 


EE. NICZKY. 





W. R. MOSS. 


Pity the sorrows of a wife forlorn, 

Whose weary feet have borne her to your door, 
Whose days are doomed to lament and mourn; 
Oh, give relief, and God will bless your store. 


Those tattered clothes my poverty bespeak, 

These weaken’d limbs proclaim my cares and fears, 
And many a furrow in my griefworn cheek 

Has been a channel to a flood of tears. - 


Should I reveal the sources of my grief, 

If soft humanity e’er touch’d vour breast, 

Your hands would not withhold the kind relief, 
And tears of pity would not be repress’d. 


A little farm was my paternal lot; 

Then, like the lark, I sprigthly hailed the morn; 
But, ah! oppression forced me from my cot; 

My cattle died, and blighted was my corn. 


My faithful husband, — kind soother of my care — 
Struck with sad anguish at the hard decree, 
Fell — lingering fell — a victim to despair, 


And left the world to wretchedness and me! 
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WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR. 


IT loved him not; and yet, now he is gone, 
I feel I am alone. 

I checked him while he spoke; yet, could he speak, 
Alas! I would not check, 

For reasons not to love him once I sought, 
And wearied all my thought 

To vex myself and him: I now would give 
My love, could he but live 

Who lately lived for me, and when he found 
’Twas vain, in holy ground 

He hid his face, amid the shades of death! 
I waste for him my breath 

Who wasted his for me; but mine returns, 
And this lone bosom burns 

With stifling heat, heaving it up in sleep, 
And waking me to weep 

Tears, that had melted his soft heart: for years 
Wept he as bitter tears! 

‘Merciful God!’ such was his latest prayer, 
‘These may she never share!’ 

Quieter is his breath, his breast more cold 
Than daisies in the mould, 

Where children spell athwart the churchyard gate 
His name and life’s brief date. 

Pray for him, gentle souls, whoe’er you be, 
And ah! pray, too, for me! 
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F. WAGNER. 
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THOMAS MOORE. 


If thou'lt be mine, the treasures of air, 
Of earth, and sea, shall lie at thy feet; 
Whatever in Fancy’s eye looks fair, 
Or in Hope’s sweet music sounds most sweet, 
Shall be ours — if thou wilt be mine, love! 


Bright flowers shall blossom wherever we rove, 
A voice divine shall talk in each stream; 
The stars shall look like world’s of love, 
And this earth be all one beautiful dream 
In our eyes — if thou wilt be mine, love! 


And thoughts, whose source is hidden and high, 
Like streams, that come from heaven-ward hills, 
Shall keep our hearts, like meads, that lie 
To be bathed by those eternal rills, 
Ever green — if thou wilt be mine, love! 


All this and more the Spirit of Love 
Can breathe o’er them, who feel his spells; 
That heaven, which forms his home above, 
He can make on earth, wherever he dwells, 
As thou'lt own, — if thou wilt be mine, love! 
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THOMAS MOORE. 


No ~— Lady! Lady! keep the ring: 
Oh! think, how many a future year, 
Of placid smile and downy wing, 
May sleep within its holy sphere. 


Do not disturb their tranquil dream, 

Though love hath ne’er the mystery warm’d; 
Yet heav’n will shed a soothing beam, 

To bless the bond itself hath form’d. 


But then, that eve, that burning eye, — 
Oh! it doth ask with witching power, 
If heaven can ever bless the tie 
Where love inwreaths no genial flower? 


I cannot warn thee: every touch, 
That brings my pulses close to thine, 
Tells me I want thy aid as much — 
Ev’n more, alas, than thou dost mine. 
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